.THE SECOND EVENING

" Perhaps they're here already. I've been doing a
little work in the Chancery."

" My god," Nadegine cried, waving his arms in mock
despair, "the work you do here!" Then becoming
confidential he seized Amberley's arm and drew him
close. " But I cannot understand what is England doing
for the war. My wife gets quite mad with me when
I ask her that. But what for the devil is England
doing?"

" Oh, we're trotting along slowly but surely, don't you
know," said Amberley. "There was quite a genial
communique this evening. Did you see it, General ? "
he asked, turning to the smart Italian.

" Ottimo!" the latter exclaimed, rubbing his hands.
" Je suis tres content. SI incomincla / "

With this expression of polite optimism he joined his
wife and passed on upstairs.

"These Italians are so bloddy serious," Nadegine
bubbled with derisive laughter.

Amberley looked round in alarm.

"Hush!   Hush!"

" No, but, my god, they take themselves too seriously
altogether," the Russian insisted. " And what they do ?
Nothings! They cannot fight even the Austrians."

Music was now heard above, and to Amberley's com-
parative relief Nadegine began capering round the hall
Then the door opened, and his pretty English wife arrived,
escorted by one of the young Russian attaches. Her
husband at once rushed up and embraced her.

" Ah, my wife! " he shouted. " My wife! She have
not eloped. Oh, I am so very contented."

" Will you behave yourself, Sacha," Celia Nadegine
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